SALVATION AND SIX PER CENT,
but I must not be unjust, It was only five per cent. There
is no need to magnify, in spite of all temptations to alliterate,
It was one of those large American magazines with an
exciting name and the portrait of an emphatic blonde on the
outside. She was what, I believe, is called a speaking
portrait, I was about fifteen yards from the bookstall
when I saw her first; and from where I stood, I could hear
her speaking quite distinctly. Since we are all human, I
fell at once to the liquid appeal of her rather more than life-
size eyes. That they were fitted throughout with silky, if
slightly glutinous, eyelashes it is barely necessary to add,
That she smiled is an understatement. That I bought her
forthwith (together with the accompanying one hundred and
twenty pages or so of printed matter) is almost too obvious
to require announcement.
After a few moments of dazed contemplation, I turned the
cover and looked inside. A mood of comfortable anticipa-
tion settled on me as I opened the magazine, I should find,
I knew that I should find, those intimate details of the life of
film-stars, which represent to me the highest form of con-
temporary fiction. I should see them at the swimming-
pool, the steering-wheel, the bathing-beach, and all those
other hyphenated places where we should all so much rather
see them than on the screen, There would be revealing
glimpses of their new thirteenth-century English manse (of
cream stucco) in the Beverly Hills and of the sun-parlour
recently erected under their personal supervision in the
Hispano-Mauresque style, I should bask for an hour or so
in the* sunshine of their expansive personalities. For me
they would unfold their deepest convictions on love and
marriage, on table-decoration, and the latest openings in
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